Leigh Hunt*

So light to the croupe the fair lady he swung,
So light to the saddle before her he sprung!               4o

'She is won! we are gone, over bank, bush, and scaur;
They'll have fleet steeds that follow/  quoth young
Lochinvar.

There was mounting   mong Graemes of the Netherby

clan;
Forsters, Fenwicks, and Musgraves, they rode and they

ran:

There was racing and chasing on Cannobie Lee,        45
But the lost bride of Netherby ne'er did they see.
So daring in love, and so dauntless in war,
Have ye e'er heard of gallant like young Lochinvar?

SIR WALTER SCOTT

THE GLOVE AND THE LIONS
KING FRANCIS was a hearty king, and loved a royal
sport,
And one day as his lions fought, sat looking on the court;
The nobles filTd the benches, with the ladies in their
pride,
And 'mongst them sat the Count de Lorge, with one for
whom he sighed:
And truly 'twas a gallant thing to see that crowning
show,                                                                  5
Valour and love, and a king above, and the royal beasts
below.
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